THE DEUX-VILLES THEATRE

the stag had gone away and had ever since been asking for information,
preparatory to ending the day in search of an inn. Indeed, one won-
dered why he persisted in navigating, twice a week, like a ship in
distress, the countrysides of Sologne, Berry or Sancerrois, when he might
have found some other pretext for escaping from his wife and getting
drunk in peace.

Delighted with the piece of good luck that gave him a companion,
the Dutch Baron said to Gabriel: "Let's find a village where, perhaps,
a smith can put a shoe on your horse. And meanwhile perhaps we
could go to a cafe."

The Baron was so sodden with drink that it only took one glass of
spirits to restore him to a splendid state of euphoria. At the second
glass he became ridiculously confidential. He had too, in this condi-
tion, a sort of contagious friendliness, and Gabriel was angry, unhappy,
fed up with himself and with life.

They finished one bottle of brandy, and began on another, while
Gabriel's horse, which had long since been shod, stood tied to a ring
by the door; then van Heeren, whose red face still preserved an expres-
sion of flaccid dignity, said: "When I get home perhaps I shall go to
bed with the maid. She has plump thighs, you know, and my wife
underneath, she hears, but she dares say nothing, because I tap her
on the nose. My wife, you know, she's thin!"

And Gabriel, pursuing a monologue of his own, replied: "Yes, but
she's your first wife. . . Well, you're her first husband. No, my dear
fellow, you don't know, you simply don't know what it is to be the
second husband of a widow!"

For many days he had needed this release, needed to admit the fact
to someone, even though that someone was not listening to him.

They soon found themselves in perfect agreement that the world
belonged to men, and that it was the greatest piece of luck that two
men who understood each other so perfectly should have met.

It was only when they wished to blow a horn in the sitting-room of
the inn, that they might the more closely resemble the cheap English
prints on the wall, that the hostess advised them to go home.

"Such handsome, rich men," she said, as she watched them go.
"How sad it is to see them destroy themselves like that!"

Van Heeren had taken the precaution of filling a large silver flask,
which he shared with his companion on the way.
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Jacqueline suddenly realized how tired she was, how cold and sfoarp
was the air, and how mournfully the November light lay over the
countryside and the bare trees.

She heard a barking some way off, but it was only a
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